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ger at 100% and still increasing. 


best you ever tasted—without a doubt. 


ought to have these pictures. There are four in 


will be sent you for 
50c—4 for $1.50. 


For your den or room nothing is more appropriate. They 
are’ just like a breath from the woods-— 
the rea/ kind of an outing. 
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These Are the Happy Days 
AVE you ever camped out? 


If you have, you know what it means to get up 
after a rainy night, in the cold gray dawn and find your 
matches all damp—the firewood the same and everybody’s hun- 


You remember the meal after it was finally prepared? The 


Or, did you pitch your tent on the bank of a river or lake 
and have the rain cause the water to rise and come right in—and 
your canoe take a “joy ride” all by itself about half a mile from 


If you have ever camped or if you have never camped you 
the series: 


A Cold and Foggy Morning in Camp. 
A Current Event. 

An Unexpected Thunderstorm. 

After the Big Storm. 


An artist’s proof of any of these subjects, beautifully colored, 


they are rea/ pictures of 


New York | 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











wi, . Jadge 2 
1913.b4 Lestie-J ered at the Post- 


Office at New York as ttiail matter.Cable 

addtess“Sudgatk” ) Telephotie 6652 Madison Sonate 

Published weekly’ by the Leslie Judge Co. 225 Fifttan 
New York City 





Joh#nA Sleicher 











President Secretary 
Grant E Mamiiton TAWalidton 
Art Editor 

A.E.Roflater Asst.Treasurer 
Vol. LXIV. May 24, 1913. No. 1649 
Cc oO N . . . N T Ss 
Cover Design: Imperator. ° ‘ - James Montgomery Flagg 
Cartoon: The Mucker e ° ° ° Manning 
Editorials: While Others Play Stimulation Kindness 
Sweet Sympathy . ; ° ° ‘ - Helen A, Spafford 
A Round Dozen . ° ° ° ° : Geo. B. Morewood 
The Three Wills. ° . ° . Robson Black 


Watching Our Funny World Go By ° ° Homer Croy 
The Spur to Courage (///ustration by Fellows) J. A. Waldron 


The Game . ° ° ° ° ‘ ° Jane Burr 
Opportune Observations ° ° ° « Charles Campbell Jones 
Advantage of Not Knowing ° ° ° Walter G. Doty 


A Spring Fantasy . ° ‘ ° , + Raymond Crawford Ewer 
The Modern Woman: Suffragette Snapshots [da Husted Harper 
When the Gorge Rises . ° ° e - Strickland Gillilan 

The Inheritance Tax . ° ° ° ‘ M. A. Norwood 

Bill's Importation . ° ° ° ° - C. R. Moore 

The Kid’s Baseball Outfit . ° ° ° Harry Hamilton 

With Foreign Funmakers, Stories with Smiles, With the College Wits, 
Passing the Mustard, and Up-to-date Humor and Verse by JUDGE'S 
Jesters. 

Timely and Amusing Illustrations by Zim, R. B. Fuller, Victor Perard, 
de Maris, Wilson, C. F. Peters, J. R. Shaver, Held, H. A. Petersen, 
Sullivant, A. T. Merrick, Barton, Henkel, Brinkerhoff, F. J. Cas- 
savant, Harvey Peake, J. R. Shaver, and others. 


SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, or 52 numbers - - - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - - - - 1.25 
Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on New York, or by express or postal order. 
EurRoPEAN AGENTS—Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd., Bream’s Buildings, London, E. C., 
England; Brentano's, Avenue de l’'Opera, Paris; Saarbach’s News Exchange, 16 John 
Street, Adelphi, London; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara Strasse, Mainz, Germany. 
Subscriptions and advertising for all the publications of Leslie-Judge Company will 
be taken at regular rates at any of the above offices. 7 
Contributors must include a stamped and self-addressed envelope with all manuscripts, 
otherwise return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be guaranteed. We receive 
such material, submitted for publication, only on condition that we shall not be held re 
sponsible for its loss or injury while in our hands or in transit. ie 
If JupDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the publishers will be under obligations 
if that fact be promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 
BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1912, 10 cents ; 1911, 20 cents, 
etc. 
on The contents of JuDGE are protected by copyright in both the United States and Great 
ritain. 
Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico. To Canadian Prov- 
inces add 50 cents a year for postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: Marquette Building, Chicago. Tit. 
WASHINGTON REPRESENTATIVE: Wyatt Building, Washington, D. C. 


—— 





RIDES, Bachelor Girls, Bridegrooms and Bache- 
lors; There will be something pleasing for 
each one in the Bride’s Number of JUDGE 

June 7th. The cover is by James Montgomery Flagg, 
and it’s a “peachy” number all through. Read it. 
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While Others Play 


OTHING has been made known of 

late to contradict the old song re- 
frain, ‘‘A Police- 
man’s Life Is Nota 
Happy One,”’ 
though some police- 
men may have the 
virtues that are 
supposed to be as- 
sociated with hap- 
piness. And no- 
body has yet com- 
posed a song to the 
effect that a politi- 
cian’s life is not a happy one, though there 
are enough unhappy politicians in Wash- 
ington to make such a ditty legitimate, if 
not popular. 

One might regard with compassion the 
politicians who are foregoing their vaca- 
tions at the capital, in a struggle with 
the tariff and other questions that prom- 
ise to engage them for some time longer, 
were it not a fact that if there is any 
class in this great country that works 
briefly and plays much it is composed of 
politicians. They ought to stand a little 
confinement, even in warm weather; but 
whether it is to turn out for the public 
good is something else again, as the dia- 
lect comedian remarks. 

Those who pity Congress must not for- 
get, however, that the franking privilege 
is still in operation, and that there are 
many persons who would be willing to be 
congressmen for this and other govern- 
mental favors, including mileage. There 
are few members of this or any other 
legislative body to whom salary is the 
only object in view. 





Stimulation 


T IS a dull day that passes without the 
discovery of some new device to in- 
crease the happiness and augment the 
wealth of men and nations. 
Stimulation of one sort or another is 
the order of the age. Man does not need 


more tipples than he has had for some 
time, although his ambition sometimes 
may require spurs. 


But even man is the 
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subject of much speculation on lines of 
artificial encouragement. 

The latest mixture of this sort is cal- 
culated, it is said, as a panacea for poul- 
try. It is recommended to ‘‘take the hen 
out of the loafer class,’’ and its main 
purpose is to inspire legitimate cackling 
where hens have lost their reason for 
making this noise. 

This poultry panacea ought to be seized 
as a boon by the sometime city man who 
has gone into the country and established 
the machinery for a chicken farm after 
long brooding on the subject, and who has 
many hens that do not respect his wishes 
or authority in the matter of laying. 

The old-fashioned farmer, who keeps 
hens as a side line and who hires a man 
most of the time to chase them out of the 
garden, will not look upon this hen pana- 
ceaasaboon. He has tried everything 
that the almanac and ingenuity could sug- 
gest to make hens lay, and he knows that 
they will take their time about it, pana- 
cea or no panacea. 

There are limits to inventive genius, 
and the hen proves it. A man who could 
jolly a hen into laying out of season or 
contrary to disposition and temperament 
would never need to fool around a chicken 
farm. Multiplied millions would be his 
in any vocation his fancy might select. 





THE BUSY MAN’S ENJOYMENT 
Jackson-—- Whew ! that 's some cliff! 
Johnson—Seems to fascinate you. 
Jackson—Yes. That’s the way my desk will 
look when I get back. 
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Kindness 


THs old world holds out hope, after all. 
There are a multitude of persons who 
lie awake at night 
thinking up schemes to 
**do’’ their fellows, and 
they put in ten hours or 
more a day reducing 
them to practice. 

But now and then 
some one filled with the 
milk of human kind- 
ness rises up to reduce 
the large average of 
chicanery and to 
spread good nature around. 

The good-natured ones do not always 
operate with a large cash capital, but 
their purposes are commendable, even if 
they spend nothing but words. 

One of this sort recently in a news- 
paper declared that kindness has no bet- 
ter field for exercise than in conversa- 
tion. His prescription for happy results 
was this, in effect: When one of your 
friends is telling a story, do not reveal 
the fact that you have heard it before or 
correct him with another version of it; 
lead a broken-off conversation back to the 
starting point; avoid questions that will 
result in argument; avoid the habit of 
gazing fixedly at any part of a speaker’s 
attire, and in these and other ways add 
to the joy of living. 

Listening again and again to old tales 
ought surely to train one in self-control, 
and it always will please the tellers of 
them. One sometimes skillfully deflects 
conversation from its original channel, in 
hope of avoiding embarrassment or post- 
poning payment of borrowed money; but 
if it is going to add to the misery of 
some one else, of course one may take his 
medicine or pay his debts. Arguments 
seldom amount to anything and ought to 
be abolished. No one of good breeding 
ever looks intently at anything curious 
about somebody else’s attire. Taken all 
in all, these new rules for the increase of 
happiness should become subjects of deep 
thought. This at least should be con- 
ceded for them, for they never will be 
put into practice. 
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By HELEN A. SPAFFORD 


MES. PORTER shivered in Mrs. Bunner’s bedroom as she 
waited for a fitting. 

Usually Mrs. Bunner made the first fitting in the parlor, 
which was heated by a drum stove. To-day Mrs. Porter re- 
moved the question mark which she always mentally associated 
with the word ‘‘heat’’ and Mrs. Bunner’s parlor. Comparing 
it with the temperature in the bed- 
room, she knew the parlor was heated. < ~~ <> 

A certain annoyance at the lack FQ. 
of heat in the bedroom made Mrs. US 
Porter begin a search of its four 
walls for a thermometer. She pre- 
ferred to be exact when she men- 
tioned the matter to her dressmaker. 

In scanning the walls in a leis- 
urely manner, Mrs. Porter passed a 
closed door, behind which she heard 
what seemed to be the mutterings of 
a restrained defiance. She paused. 

“I want my coffee! I want my 
coffee!’’ she heard an elderly voice 
beg, in a tone of pleading. Mrs. 
Porter moved away from the door, 
with a delicate feeling of having in- 
truded upon family privacy. Stand- 
ing by the mantelpiece, she began 
the first stages of a fitting by taking 





the pins out of her collar. THE ORIGINAL PARCEL POST this sort of treatment accorded aged 





NO THOROUGHFARE 


Mrs. Smith, the suffragette, convincing Mrs. Brown that man has always retarded woman's progress. 
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*‘I want my coffee!’’ wailed the feeble voice again. Mrs. 
Porter sniffed the air. Yes, they were making coffee. 

She continued her unhooking and arrived at the stage of 
placing her collar and jabot on the mantelpiece before she again 
heard a sound from the next room. This time the voice was 
louder, imperative and showed character. 

Mrs. Porter tiptoed back to the 
closed door and listened at a crack. 
She felt a pitying curiosity as no 
further sound rewarded her. Evi- 
dently the age of the owner precluded 
his arising for his coffee, she thought. 

Then, monotonously, pleadingly 
and continuously, the waiting woman 
heard the hoarse old voice keep up 
its demand for coffee. 

A troubled frown gathered be- 
tween Mrs. Porter’s eyes as she lis- 
tened and took a few more trifles 
from her person. The note of despair 
that now came to the old and wearied 
voice urged her to sympathy and 
speculation as she hearkened. 

It surely must be Mrs. Bunner’s 
old and ill-treated father in that 
room—an old father who was unable 
to arise. Mrs. Porter had heard of 











parents. She recalled King Lear. She 
had not thought it of Mrs. Bunner, who 
had sewed for her for many years. To 
ignore an old man’s demand for fresh- 
made coffee was not humane. ‘‘A simple 
drink, like coffee!’’ said Mrs. Porter 
quietiy to the mantelpiece. 

She had, indeed, heard of old men who 
wanted other things than coffee—things 
that daughters were justified in refusing. 
However, coffee, which only stimulated 
the heart, was a demand well within rea- 
son. Mrs. Porter steeled herself to en- 
durance of the plaint behind the door. 

Mrs. Bunner entered the bedroom with 
the haste which in adressmaker indicates 
that she has cut and basted the dress lin- 
ing since the customer’s arrival. The 
dressmaker, who was short of stature and 
wide of hip, at once attacked the hooks on 
Mrs. Porter’s waist and had her out of it 
in a jiffy. 

“I want my coffee! I want my cof- 
fee!’’ sounded clear and firm from the 
next room. Mrs. Porter, coldly silent, 
watched for its effect on Mrs. Bunner. 

The dressmaker’s eyes showed a hard, 
businesslike glitter as she ignored the 
sound and held a waist lining in her hands 
for Mrs. Porter to enter. Startled and 
surprised by Mrs. Bunner’s conduct, Mrs. 
Porter folded her bare and shivering arms 
and refused to enter the waist lining. 

**I want my coffee!’’ the voice repeat- 
ed. Mrs. Porter felt a malicious pleasure. 
She hoped he would repeat it. 

**Ain’t he a teaser?’’ asked Mrs. Bun- 
ner unconcernedly, dropping the waist lin- 
ing as she observed Mrs. Porter’s antag- 
onism to it. Picking up a basted skirt, 
the dressmaker quickly threw it over her 

customer’s head. Mrs. Porter, who was 


APPROVAL 


Marian—Oh, Mrs. Smith! I think your baby’s as cute as it can be. 


suppose it’s the very latest thing ? 
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BACK TO EARTH 


unprepared for this move of Mrs. Bunner’s, struggled inside the 
skirt, which halted around her head. The dressmaker tri- 
umphed by pulling the skirt down to her waist line. 

‘‘What’s the matter?’’ questioned Mrs. Bunner. ‘‘Don’t 
you want to be fitted?’’ 

Mrs. Porter, listening to the voice, stared resentfully at her 
dressmaker. She felt that something must be done and con- 
trolled her voice to polite suggestion. ‘‘Mrs. Bunner, why 
won’t you give him his coffee? I do not mind waiting while 
you do so.”’ 

‘‘I won’t give him his coffee!’’ answered Mrs. Bunner re- 
belliously. ‘‘I won’t wait on him!’’ 

‘‘But,’’ continued her customer, still under great self- 
restraint, ‘‘he seems to want it so much.’’ 

“‘Of course he wants it,’’ laughed the dressmaker cruelly; 
‘*‘but that doesn’t mean he’s going to get it.’’ 

Mrs. Porter gave her dressmaker a glance of horrified dis- 
like and took a long breath for repose of manner. She would 
use her influence as a customer to urge this woman to a deed of 
kindness. ‘‘1l shall await your return,’’ she announced pleas- 
antly, taking her waist lining from Mrs. Bunner’s hands. 
‘‘Now go, like a good woman, and get his coffee !’’ 

“I won’t get any coffee!’’ declared the dressmaker, as flatly 
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PUZZLE PICTURE 


Find the parents of the Infant Prodigy. 


determined as Mrs. Porter was patronizing. Mrs. Bunneren- my duty, Mrs. Bunner, to tell you what I think of this matter.”’ 
deavored to remove the waist lining from Mrs. Porter’s keeping. The dressmaker fiercely interrupted her. ‘‘But I hate him! 

The customer suddenly became a stone’ I worse than hate him! -My husband has forced him on me!’’ 
woman in pose and rigid clasp as along Mrs. Bunner seized the waist lining suddenly, and Mrs. Porter 
wail of entreaty penetrated the room. In dragged it from her in repugnance. 
the deep silence which followed, she hur- ‘‘I marvel at you, Mrs. Bunner! I thought you were a 
riedly wiped a suspicious moisture from her Christian woman, who could be appealed to in moderation.’’ 
eyes and spoke quickly. ‘‘Mrs. Bun- 
ner, I have dealt with you for many 
years. Now, with a natural sympa- 
thy for all who suffer, I ask you to 
get that coffee.”’ 

Mrs. Bunner stopped fitting. 

**Mrs. Porter,’’ she said, ‘‘I will 
not! I listen to him all day long. He chatters, chatters, 
chatters. He has me crazy!’’ Mrs. Bunner ceased to 
speak as a succession of crisp, staccato words in a foreign 
language came hurling through the closed partition and 
charged the atmosphere to an electric attention. ‘‘He 
swears something awful!’’ said the dressmaker, shaking 
her head in a hopeless manner. ‘‘He’s swearing in Cinga- 
lese now,’’ added Mrs. Bunner. ‘‘He swears in Malay and 
Portuguese, but he doesn’t know much in English, which 
is a blessing.’’ 

Mrs. Porter was conscious of astonishment, and then 
of a strange sympathy. The old man was alone in a for- 
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eign land. She could at least sympathize with his provo- CSS 
cation, if not with his language. Besides, he used a for- a 
eign tongue, which in itself palliated the offense. Noone A TRUTHFUL GIRL 


understood him, and he corrupted no morals. Mrs. Porter Melvin—Dear, am I the only one you have sat with in this hammock? 
decided to come to his aid and spoke once more. ‘‘It is Melvina—Yes. This is a new hammock. 
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SHE’S AT LEAST IN SIGHT 
Burglar—We got lots o' time, Bill. She's busy powderin’ her nose. 


‘I am a Christian woman!’’ retorted Mrs. Bunner angrily. 
Her customer’s smile was sadly skeptical as she continued, 
**At first, Mrs. Bunner, I thought it was your father. 
Now I know it is your husband’s father. But because 
he is your husband’s father does not release you from 
your obligation to him. He should have coffee, Mrs. 
Bunner. One moment, please. I have heard to-day 
the feeble cry of age in pleading’’—here Mrs. Porter’s 
voice broke to wavering as she added—‘‘and I re- 
spond, Mrs. Bunner, I respond. Now, in the name of 
a customer who has given you her trade for ten long 
years, I ask you to give your husband’s 
father his coffee !’’ 
Mrs. Porter dropped the lining, and ae 
Mrs. Bunner caught it. With a superhu- i=: 
man effort she forced the sleeves on her 7 Pee 
customer’s relaxed and shivering arms. 
**That isn’t my husband’s father, Mrs. 
Porter,’’ she said, in a scathing tone. 
‘‘That’s my husband’s parrot. He 
brought it home from his last sea trip.’’ 
Mrs. Bunner filled her mouth with pins 
and knelt on the floor to fit the skirt. 





Nature's Benign Way 


«« AH,” remarked Professor Lickcipher, in a voice 

admirably adapted for uttering didacticisms, 

‘*how well Nature has equipped her offsprings for occu- 
pancy of the spheres in which she has placed them!’’ 

**Yape!’’ agreed the Old Codger. ‘‘For instance, be- 

hold the hornet! His terminal facilities are not exten- 

sive, but they are in every way ample for his purpose.”’ 


A Bad Joke 


‘*‘A famous college president declares that there are 
no new jokes.”’ 

‘*Ah, he does, does he?’’ grimly returned the Old 
Codger. ‘‘Well, he ought to see the husband my niece 
has just married and brought home to live on me!”’ 


She Had Them 


She (after the quarrel)—Leave my presence! 
He (confused)—Why—er—you’ve got them all! 


Stumped 


Little Tommy (reading his Bible)—Pop, what is a 
hand maiden? 

Pop—A hand maiden? Great Scott! They didn’t 
have manicure girls in those days, did they? 


A Round Dozen 


A circular letter. A fancy ball. 

The ring of truth. A well-rounded period. 

A vicious circle. A good, all-round argument. 
A round of gayety. A round-about communication. 
A sphere of influenee. A circuitous course. 

A perfect pill. A ‘‘goose egg.’’—Geo. B. Merewood. 


A blunt man very often makes sharp comments. 
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**And he swears something awful !’’ SHOCKING A CONNOISSEUR 


’ Col. Lector—I'm very proud of that snuff-box. I picked it up in Paris. 
The spotlight never yet made an actor. Ingenue—How very interesting! This must be the dent it got when the owner dropped it. 














A* Wis Tt 


Have you a side car? If so, fit it up with all the comforts of home, and be independent of the country hotels. 


The Three Wills I devise and bequeath to my son, John’ Blank’s garage. Also the portrait of my 
By ROBSON BLACK Smith, one hundred and seventy-two dol- revered grandfather, master of the brig 
IRST. the will of John /#S» Tepresenting my remaining equity Marie. May God have mercy on my soul! 

: in one six-cylindered limousine, now at John Smith, 1930. 


Smith, sea captain, 
dated 1850: 


I devise and bequeath jj i| Nn | | if j Ii, tii 
to my only son, John {| HN] MI] 
Smith, the brig Marie | EE i By | 
and sloop Jennie, both of 

Boston, and whatever 
balance may be left in 
the First National Bank Jy —- 

after the payment.of all my just debts. ; ye Mae.‘ MEER © EE 1 4 HII 
I likewise bequeath to my son, the said ; } | 
John Smith, an unsullied family record, 
that he may perpetuate it unto his chil- 
dren free of offense. I bequeath him a 
manly physique, tested by many rigors on 
sea and land, and fitted to earn him the 
respect of his fellows and whatever recom- 
pense his ambition may desire. I bequeath 
him a clean mind, a courageous and kindly 
heart, wherewith to pilot the aforesaid 
physique and add to the sum of the world’s’: 
happiness. John Smith, 1850. ' a adias. , 


Second, will of John Smith, Jr., ‘‘the 
Boston steamship king,’’ dated 1913: 
I devise and bequeath to my only son, , 











, 


John Smith, the sum of seventeen million ‘ SS 
dollars, representing two-thirds of the \ \ SS 
capital stock of the Smith Maritime Cor- ; Neg 
: ° ro ~ 
poration. John Smith, 1913. Tro et, Sw 
Third, will of John Smith, only son of HUNGERING FOR TROUBLE 


the steamship king, dated 1930: ** Say, old chap, I’m sick of doing time. Let’s go on a hunger strike,’’ 




















The King Who Struggled Along with 
Ives 
PROFESSOR at the University of 
Pennsylvania has just discovered 
how one of the old Egyptian kings tried 
to cut down the cost of living. This 
monarch rejoiced in the name of Ha-Em- 
Hab. 
When Ha-Em-Hab (it sounds as though 
it came in bottles, doesn’t it?) took up 
the scepter, 4,000 years ago, he found 


that money was tight in his kingdom. _ 








“qe CAN IMAGINE HOW HA-EM-HAB MUST HAVE FELT.” 


He decided to make a supreme sacrifice 
by giving up the thing nearest his heart. 
In fact, he gave up 800 of them. He 
had 1,600 wives, but, in a moment of ex- 
altation and supreme self-denial, he gave 
up half of them. 

We can imagine how Ha-Em-Hab must 
have felt the first few weeks he tried to 
squeeze along on 800 wives. When he 
came home at night, tired and worn out 
from the day’s demands on the throne, 
expecting a mass meeting of wives to 
welcome him at the front door, smooth 
his hair and kiss him lightly on the fore- 
head, how the poor man must have felt 
when only 800 lights of his life gathered 
on the lawn to pat his cheek and ask him 
if he had had a hard day of it! 

How dismal it must have felt to have 
only a hundred of them telling him what 
the iceman had said, a couple of hundred 
explaining how the woman across the 
dumb waiter had acted, the mean thing! 
and a hundred more waiting for some 
money to run down to the corner to pay 
the man for the veal loaf! We can see 


in our mind’s eye the forlorn expression 
on the king’s face when only a dozen 
wives came running out with his carpet 
slippers, and only eight or ten loving and 
true helpmeets held matches to his even- 


ing pipe. 
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When he looked down the thin, strag- 
gling line of only 800 waiting to take their 
turn at resting on his knee for a moment, 
great tears must have welled up in his 
eyes; and when one of his better halves 
questioned him as to why there was not 
mirth and joy in his heart, how he must 
have felt to look her in the eye and tell 
her that he was radiantly happy, when 
all the time grief for 800 departed wives 
was eating his heart out! 


The poor man must have wandered | 


from room to room, lonely as a daffodil, a 
yearning in his heart for the 
vanished hands that nothing 
could fill. Our heart goes out 
to the lonely monarch of old, 
as we picture him wandering, 
wandering, wandering from 
one empty room to another, 
sometimes stopping to shed a 
tear before Angeline’s picture, 
or kissing an old letter from 
Irene, or touching his lips 
ever, ever so gently to the faded violet 
he had gathered in the dell with Caroline 
—or was it with Abigail, or Henrietta, 
or Carolotta, or possibly with Sophie? 


Jealousy 


ENJAMIN FRANKLIN’S wife was a 
poor speller. She spelled acceptable 
‘‘exceptabell,’’ as shown in some of her 
autograph letters just brought to light. 
Our experience along that line 
is that it doesn’t make much 
difference how a girl spells- 
if she writes often enough. 
A girl can spell dog with two 
g’s when she writes to us, if 
she will only say in her letter 
that she has quit letting him 
hang around with his new ma- 
chine. It will be exceptable 
to us. 


A College Chair of Humor 


COMES the tidings that Harvard is to 
have a chair of wit and humor next 

year. Three English professors have al- 

ready been mentioned for the place. 

The students will be given practical 
instruction in humor. One of the text- 
books will be ‘‘The Jokes and How To 
Know Them.’’ The professor will read 
off a joke and call on the brightest minds 
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in the class to tell whether or not it is 
funny. He will begin with some of the 
old standards and gradually work up to 
the 1913 models. He will probably begin 
with this old favorite: 

Wilson—Who was that lady I saw 
you walking down the street with 
yesterday? 

Gilson—That wasn’t a lady—that 
was my wife. 

This is probably the oldest joke in point 
of service of any joke in the union. It 
is still playing to capacity houses and 
was popular when the neighbors laughed 
at Noah for thinking it was going to rain. 

The Cambridge students will be taught 
how to doctor this up, put on a pannier, 
a pair of scallops, a mousseline plisse, 
tunic and a liberal sprinkling of boleros, 
ratines and poplins, and sell it as new. 

The new professor will teach the stu- 
dents how to take the old joke about the 
billygoat eating up all the tin cans, the 
one about the cannibal doing the same to 
all the missionaries, and the boarder re- 
fusing to do likewise to the hash, and 
make a comic opera out of them. The 
wife going through her husband’s pockets 
will. appear in book form, and the new 
design mother-in-law joke will be a 
scream. What the parrot said to the 
preacher will be sent broadcast on the 
phonograph records, and the darky running 
from the graveyard will be shown on a two- 





“HE WILL BEGIN WITH SOME OF THE OLD STANDARDS.” 


reel film with a kinetophone attachment. 

When a graduate tells a funny story, 
you can laugh with perfect assurance, even 
though you don’t get the point, for you 
will know that the joke is certified. The ° 
correspondence course is open to every- 
body. Pasteurized jokes with a college 
education are the coming humor. Have 
your humor Harvardized and see that the 
seal is unbroken—double trading stamps 
Mondays and Saturday mornings. 














Spur 


OU HERE?” 
“Why not?” 

Thus Jones, habituated to a grouch, and Smith, of philosophical 
temper, greeted each other at an automobile course where powerful 
machines were at concert pitch and nervy drivers were on edge. 
Attempts were to be made to “break all records.” 

“This is the last place in the world | should have looked for a 
man of quiet habit in search of wisdom,” said Jones. “But let me 
introduce my friend Brown.” 

Smith greeted Brown, a red-faced man with an air of extreme so- 
phistication, and asked, “Is there a better place to study psychology 
and the ego >” 

“Well,” remarked Brown, “I"m here to study the possibility of 
making an honest dollar. Wanta bet >?” 

“I never take chances,” said Smith. “But you, Jones, can amuse 
yourself here. You ‘ll have opportunity to air your cynicism.’ 

“a like to see the lengths to which lunatics will go in search of 
notoriety,” growled Jones. 

*“You mean the auto drivers?” 

“Te 

“ Well, | consider them among modern heroes,” Said Smith. “In 
this age the romantic has been abandoned for the practical. ere 
are no more dragons to subdue, and no more enchanted ladies to res- 
cue from hypnotic ogres. Men of daring now go up in the air or joust 








to Courage 


with autos for steeds. Mechanical ingenuity has developed new prob- 
lems, and the auto as it relates to life is one of them. What you 
regard here as foolhardiness is courage entered in one phase of ex- 
perimentation.” 

“Well, | don’t think driving a motor car above a hundred miles 
an hour has any relation to human good in the future. I"ve trouble 
enough now dodging ‘em at twenty miles an hour.” And Jones ut- 
tered a guttural noise which in him passed for laughter. 

“That is a narrow view. You have no perspective. I consider 
these men as brave as those of the past of whom the poets sang. 
See that self-contained fellow with a moustache sitting there placidly 
with his hand on his wheel? He is looking intently, though with 
no selfish speculation, waiting for the word to 

“Oh, yes, | know him. That's Bill Swift,” 
faced man 

" Well,” " asked Smith, am I not right >" 

“See that skirt in the grand stand?” asked the red-faced man. 
“The dame dressed in a red coat with a picture hat? She's waving 
at Bill now. And that fellow with her gnawing the head of his cane? 
He hasn't nerve enough to ride a wooden horse in a merry-go-round. 
But he’s got money.” 


3? 
“Yet she'll chase him for Bill if Bill wins this race.” 


remarked the red- 


—J. A. Waldron, 














VERY INCONSIDERATE 
Mabelle—What makes the leading lady so grouchy? 
Estelle—She had counted on making a big hit with her divorce case this season, and just 
as she was :bout to bring proceedings her husband had to go and die. 
Mabelle (indignantly) —Now isn't that just like a man! 


The Game 


[’™ A LIQUID, soft-eyed cheater; 
I’m a treasury depleter, 
I’m a gambler, and I’ve learned to 
stack the pack. 
I’m a saccharine blackmailer, a po- 
liceman and a jailer; 
I’m a cultivated mental jumping 
jack. 
I’m a parlor entertainer, I’m a very 
shrewd campaigner; 
When it’s worth my while—a mon- 
key on a stick. 
I’m a listener, pumper, talker, dancer, 
sitter, runner, walker— 
I’m a just-this-side-the-border luna- 
tic. 
If the law could only reach me, it would 
grab me and impeach me; 
But it can’t, for I’m a licensed char- 
latan. 
Lord! It takes some discipline, for 
it’s a life job that I’m in for— 
I’m a woman, and I’m married to a 
man! —Jane Burr 


A Few 


You can lead some girls to the ball- 
room, but you can’t make ’em turkey 
trot. 








A SUSPICIOUS CHARACTER 


Opportune Observations 


C)PPORTUNITY may knock once for 

every person, but, in this day of 
complex living, how is that person to 
know at which door? 

However great the pleasure of embrac- 
ing Opportunity may be, the acute indi- 
vidual indulges not at all; if but allowed 
to come close enough for an embrace, 
that wise person immediately and with- 
out ceremony gets her down and sets foot 
upon her neck, until she accedes to all 
demands. 

As a matter of fact, the persons who 
really get along in the world do not wait 
for Opportunity to knock; they are away 
up the highroad, themselves knocking 
right and left stragglers, slowpokes and 
loafers, in a fierce effort to meet Oppor- 
tunity more than half way—and, above 
all, to meet her first. 

Thus we come to the conclusion that, 
while Opportunity may not always need 
to knock once, the successful person must 
keep knocking. —Charles Campbell Jones. 


The Social Reformer 


In this wicked age there are many things 
He is sure should under the ban go; 
And so he would cut out the sport of 

kings, 
The turkey trot and the tango. 


Dangerous Sacrifice of Profits 


**Why don’t you think Staffer’s health- 
food venture will be a financial success?’’ 

‘He sells his preparation in cartons 
that weigh less than their contents.”’ 
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Advantage of Not Knowing 


HE EXPERT said, ‘‘It can’t be done,’’ 
And gave the reasons weighty— 
Conclusive reasons, 


— — “sa © every one— 
Some seventy or 
eighty. 
\ 


The novice gave the 
job a glance, 





And saw no hin- 
a drance to it; 
And, aided by his ig- 
norance, 


What did he do but do it? 


Walter G. Doty. 


Following Orders 


At eleven o’clock her father put his 
head within the door. ‘‘Come, young 
man, light out!’’ he said. 

The words were pleasant enough, but 
the young man knew that they must be 
obeyed. 

So he reached up and turned out the 
light. 


Probably Not 


Mrs. Hoyle—How did your husband get 
along running the ranch while you were 
away? 

Mrs. Doyle—Well, I don’t think he will 
advertise for a position as housekeeper 
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The groce r’s 50 


on the strength of the record he made. 
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TEMPERAMENT 
Little girl—There 's somethin’ about music that always makes me insides feel kind o’ wabbly. 


The preacher’ s son—Neither one. 
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THE LEVEL 


z— Which one of them circus fellers would you rather be? 


Pa says there ain't one of them that you could call actually square. 


Bound To Have His Joke 


««TOKES about the slowness of trains, 

especially here in the South,’’ says 
an Atlanta railway man, ‘‘also tire me a 
bit by their ancientness; but I heard a 
new and good one not long ago. 

‘‘It seems that trains are always slow 
and far between on a branch line in Mis- 
sissippi. Nobody knows this better than 
the people at the junction, except the 
people on the line itself. One day the 
newsdealer came to me grinninz. 

‘**A fellow from the other end of the 
line just said a funny thing,’ he remarked. 
‘He had missed his train and there wasn’t 
another for two hours. He came to my 
stall to buy some reading matter to while 
away the time. He asked for a jokebook, 
and I didn’t have any. Then he poked 
around for a while and said, 

*« ««*Well, I guess I'll take a time table 
instead.’’’’’ 


Probably Her Honeybee 


Clara’s sister (at boarding school) 


—Must be an insect Clara married in- 
stead of a man. 

Girl chum—How so? 

Clara’s sister—Why, in her letter to 
me, written right after the honeymoon, 
she says she got stung. 














ee AINE leads !’’—the old State takes 
a good deal of pride in that motto 
on its coat of arms—but it seems to be 
leading backward when every Legislature 
refuses to submit a woman-suffrage 
amendment and give the voters a chance 
to pass upon it. 
i 
‘*Yes, I am a suffragist,’’ said Mrs. 
Burleson, wife of 
the Postmaster- 


cause I myself am ms 
particuarly anxious a 
to vote, but because 
I believe the grant- 
ing of woman suf- 
frage will make the 
world a fairer, 
squarer place for 
self-supporting 
women.’’ If there 
were no other rea- 
son for it, that is 
quite sufficient. A 
wage-earning wom- 
an without a vote is 
in exactly the same 
helpless position as 
a wage-earning man 
would be without 
one—a Chinaman, for a good example. 


The Anti-Suffrage Association is to be 
congratulated on the latest contribution 
to its literature by Abdul Hamid, the de- 
posed Sultan of Turkey. There is such a 
similarity between his opinions on woman 
suffrage and Mrs. Humphry Ward’s that 
it certainly is either a case of plagiarism 
or two souls with but a single thought. 
Why not bring Abdul over to the United 
States for a lecture tour? The ‘‘antis’’ 
are short of speakers, and he could be 
depended on to draw a crowd. 


The House of Commons has just given 
another object lesson in dignity and self- 
control to the misbehaving suffragettes. 
“You cad!’’ ‘You dirty snob!’’ were 


the epithets hurled at a member who 
attacked Lloyd George, while the friends 
of the chancellor of the exchequer, ac- 
cording to the dispatches, ‘‘cheered like 


Suffragette 


General, ‘‘ not be- fp. Maca x y 





By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


a crowd at a boxing match.’’ Strange 
that Englishwomen should show such 
fighting proclivities! 

Certain members of the British cabinet 
having called for suggestions as to the 
best method of dealing with the present 
formidable suffrage movement, Mrs. 
Fawcett, president of the constitutional 
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THE PROOF 
Suffragette—There! you see I can run the machine as well as you, and I don’t get half as much mud on it. 


society, answers that, the government 
having gotten itself into its present 
hopeless muddle, she sees no reason why 
the suffragists should help it out. An- 
other prominent officer answers, ‘‘There 
are just two ways to put a stop to pres- 
ent conditions—kill all the women or give 
them the vote!’’ In their hour of dis- 
tress, those cabinet ministers must feel 
as if Englishwomen had gone entirely 
out of the ministering-angel business. 

A professor of Pennsylvania University 
has recently contributed this item to the 
fashion department: ‘‘A costly hat is not 
a sign of extravagance, but a mark of 
the standardization through which greater 
economies are attained.’’ Of course; as 
hats grow more costly, women put less 
and less material in their dresses, and if 
the price of hats gets another boost, one 
really trembles to think of the result to 
the dresses. 





Snapshots 


An anti-suffrage member of the New 
York Legislature has introduced a bill 
providing that hereafter no law shall be 
passed making any discrimination be- 
tween the sexes in regard to personal, 
civil or property rights, and all such 
existing laws shall be repealed. Good! 
And the very first law the women would 
like to have repealed is that which makes 
all the joint earnings during marriage 
the sole property of the husband, to be 
disposed of by him at his death; and the 
second, that one which gives the widow 
only a life interest in one-third of their 
jointly earned real 
estate and any the 
husband may have 
besides, and one- 
half the personal 
property absolute- 
ly, but allows the 
widower a life in- 
terest in all her real 
estate and gives 
him all her personal 
property absolute- 
They would 
also like the law 
changed which bars 
women from nearly 
all the elective of- 
fices. There are several other suggestions 
which they will make when the Legislature 
gets into the repealing business. Mean- 
while, its ‘‘anti’’ members will have to 
dress up another scarecrow if they want 
to frighten the suffragists. 

0 

The president of the Arizona Federa- 
tion of Women’s Clubs said, in a recent 
speech, ‘‘It requires courage to be a good 
statesman, and only nerve to be a good 
politician.’’ To apply this formula to 
suffrage—it requires only nerve to be a 
good anti-suffragist, but one really has to 
wonder where they get enough of it. 


Illinois Getting Into Line 


The Illinois senate has passed Senator 
Magill’s woman-suffrage bill, without a 
constitutional amendment, giving women 
the right to vote in city, village and other 
local elections. It has a good chance of 
passing the house and becoming a law. 








At the Literary Cafe 


“ Wo steckt denn Dein Briiutigam so lang?” 

“Der ist gleich wieder hier. Er musz nur erst mit 
geinen Freunden da am Ecktisch die bestehende 
Gesellschaftsordnung tiber den Haufen werfen!”’ 


‘*What keeps your fiance so long?’’ 


**He will soon be here. He and his 
friends over there at the corner table 
have only to overthrow the existing or- 
der of society.’’—Jugend (Munich). 





wv 
Frugality. 


“Ich weiss absolut nicht, was ich meiner Kichin zur 
Hochzeit schenken soll— —"’ 

“Dann geben Sie Ihr doch einfach Geld |" 

“Ach nein, soviel darf es nicht kosten !"’ 

**T absolutely don’t know what to give 
my cook for a wedding present.’”’ 

‘Then simply give her money.”’ 

*‘Oh, no! It mustn’t cost as much as 
that.’’—U/Ik (Berlin). 














—Sketch (London). 











The Five Shilling Tip 


—London Opinion. 








Sweet Pain 
“Stehe ich auf deinem Fusz, Liebchen?” 
“Ach ja—aber bleib nur stehen, Artur!” 
‘*Am I standing on your foot, darling?’’ 
‘*Oh, yes—but please remain there, Ar- 
thur!’’—Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 








At Least an Excuse 


Er (zu seiner Gattin, die sich seit einiger Zeit nicht 
wohl fiihlt daher einen Arzt consultierte)—Nun, was 
hat der Doctor gesagt? 

Sie—Er meint, es sei nicht schlimm. Aber weiszt 
Du, Minne, man cann nicht wissen, Ich werde fiir alle 
Fille nach Ostende fahren. 

He (to his wife, who has not been feel- 
ing well and who has consulted a physi- 
cian)—Well, what did the doctor say? 

She—He thinks it is not very serious; 
but, do you know, dearest, one can never 
tell! Atall events, I shall go to Ostende. 
—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 








The Starting Point 

“Irr’ ich mich—oder waren Gniidigste voriges 
Jahr in Ostende?” 

“‘Ich—in Ostende? Nein.” 

“Wie sich das trifft ! Ich auch nicht.’’ 

‘*Am I mistaken, or were you, madam, 
in Ostende last year?’’ 

‘*I—in Ostende? No.’’ 

‘*‘Whatacoincidence! Neither was I!’’ 
—Lustige Blaetter ¢Berlin). 
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When the Gorge Rises 


By STRICKLAND GILLILAN. 
Now: I’m not the sort of crossgrained 
individual to buffet a northbound 
person on the southern exposure with my 
large, hard boot, if he wake me in the 
night to tell me my house is burning—if 
the house should make good and confla- 
grate according to specifications. 

But if some nervous miscreant arouse 
me from a sweet dream of sudden wealth 
with a cry of ‘‘Fiyer!’’ and I find out 
that his only excuse was that he had seen 
a cerulean spiral from my living-room 
chimney—ooh! I’d hate to occupy his 
overalls for the next twenty minutes. 

Now, that leads to a discussion of a lot 
of the magazine rot one encounters occa- 
sionally. 

I read, just the other week, that nota 
railroad in these Benighted States of 
America is in physical condition to jus- 
tify a speed higher than a crippled man’s 
walk uphill in icy weather. According 
to this Jeremiah’s story, nothing heavier 
than an aluminum baby carriage ought to 
be hauled over any American railway; 
the maximum speed ought to be twenty 
miles a week; the crew should carry bal- 
ance poles and wear catchers’ breast pads; 
the whole outfit should be followed closely 
by an ambulance full of trained nurses 
and surgeons. If these railroads were 
any worse than they are, he blubs, it 
wouldn’t be safe even to cross them in 
anything but a balloon. 

It makes one feel like appealing to hy- 
pothetical Mabel, that well-known author- 
ity on awfulness. 

Not only does the man state these 
things positively and with well-paid in- 
dignation, but he proves it—by tables of 
figures ! 

I’d just like to see anything you couldn’t 
prove by means of a table of figures. A 
figure table can be made as big a liar as 
an Ouiji board. It will prove anything 
the manipulator wants to prove. And 
the operator, looking at life through his 
little viewpoint knothole, always con- 
vinces himself before he gets through, 
even if all the rest of the thinking world 
remain Didymistic. 

I’m not saying that this railroadphobe 
lies all through his article. That would 
be too much of a strain for any human to 
endure. The strongest liar has to come 
to the surface for air nowand then. But 
this one sure sends up a lot of bubbles 
between uncolored facts. 

Another one that takes the place of hot 
water and mustard is the article in a re- 
cent magazine on ‘‘How To Keep Well.”’ 
Oh, how I dote on those Howto boys! 
This man tells you, in substance, that 
there are two kinds of people we should 
assiduously avoid: 

1. The sneezing, coughing kind. 

2. The kind that seem perfectly well— 
these may be immune carriers of every 
sort of germs! or 
Large order—what? It is impossible 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


















** Gee! I’m Glad I Have On B. V. D.” 


HAT’s what the cool, comfortable, coated man is thinking, while the 

cross, comfortless, coat/ess ones are eying him enviously. Don’t you be 

caught without B. V. D. when warm days ‘‘put you on the griddle.” 
B. V. D. weather is here—B. V. D. is sold everywhere. 


To get genuine B. V. D. get a good look at the /ade/. 
On every B. V. D. undergarment is sewed 
This Red Woven Label 
MADE FOR THE 























BEST RETAIL TRADE 


Trade Mark Reg. U. S. Pat. Of. 
and Foreign Countries.) 

B. V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts 
and Knee Length Drawers, 
50c., 75c., $1.00 and $1.50 
the garment. 

B. V. D. Union Suits (Pat. U. S. 
A. 4-30-07.) $1.00, . $1.50, 
$2.00,$3.00 and $5.00 the suit. 


The B.V. D. Company, 
New York. 
London Selling Agency: 
66, Aldermanbury, E. C. 


























A Modern Twentieth Century Hotel 


HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway at 3ist and 32d Streets, New York City 


OR convenience of location—one block from Pennsylvania Station, within six 
minutes of new Grand Central Terminal, convenient to the 32d Street Station 
of the Hudson River Tubes (just across the street), also to the new Shopping 

district and Theatres 

For excellence of cuisine and efficient yet unobtrusive service 

For refined, comfortable and luxurious surroundings . 

For its atmosphere of hospitality and the desire of its management to cater to the comfort of its guests 
In short— For a hotel charging moderate rates, yet offering the utmost in service and comfort, Hotel 
Imperial cannot be excelled. 


RATES: Rooms with use of bath, $2.00 and up. Rooms with connecting private bath, $2.50 and up 
ROBERT STAFFORD, Proprietor COPELAND TOWNSEND, Manager 























hiclets 


Che Buinty Mint Covered 
Candy Coated 
Chewing Gum 

Look for the Bird Cards in tne 


ackets. You can secure a 


utiful Bird Album FREE. 


Half a million folks of all kinds — including 
grown-ups, children, teachers, etc., are collecting 





our wonderful Bird Studies—faithful reproduc- 


tions of American birds in full colors, with descrip- 
tion of the birds’ plumage, habits, and how to know 
them on sight. You will find one beautiful bird 
picture in each packet of Chiclets. Send us any 
fifty of these pictures with ten cents in stamps and 
we will send you—free—our splendid Bird Album. 


The refinement of chew- 
ing gum for people of 
refinement. It’s the pep- 
permint—the true mint 
For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores 


5c. the Ounce and in 5c., 
10c. and 25c. Packets 








SEN-SEN CHICLET 
COMPANY 

M jitan Tower 
ew York 

















Pears 


The skin welcomes Pears’ 
Soap. It gently cleanses, 
freshens and_ beautifies. 
Never irritates nor acts 
harshly. 

Have you used Pears’ 
Soap? 








Get it anywhere. 


for the active human to avoid even the 
first kind. He has to mix with his fellow- 
beings, travel with them, talk with them, 
shake hands with them, in his day’s work. 
He has to take pot-luck with bacilli, or 
be silly. Of course you might ask the 
person beside whom you were about to 
sit down if he or she were ever guilty of 
sneezing. If he or she should deign to 
answer you instead of calling a cop to 
return you safely to your keeper, the 
answer might be yes, and you should at 
once move on and repeat the question, 
regardless of the fact that you might get 
each poison answerer's germ-laden breath. 
On the other hand, if the questioned per- 
son forswear any acquaintance with the 
sociable and satisfying ‘‘Archoo!’’ you 
should run like the devil, for he is prob- 
ably one of those who carry germs with- 
out himself becoming infected. 
So there you are! Satan and the ultra- 
marine profundity—take your choice. 
The only course left, if we are to be- 
lieve this Howto guy, is to race for the 
lofty and uncut timber, taking care not 
to become overheated as you sprint; 
climb the tallest tree you can find, taking 
care not to expose yourself to drafts 
while so doing, and scream loudly at the 
approach of any human being whatsoever. 
Doesn’t it sound silly when you try to 
reduce it all to the only possible practice? 
And how especially silly—almost crim- 
inally silly and teapot tempestuous—it 
sounds when on its heels come such real 
human sorrows as the Omaha storm and 
the mid-West floods! 
A bas the needless, heedless alarmist! 


The Inheritance Tax 


The stork flew to the residence district. 
Even as he flew, an international seance 
was being held in the halls of purgatory. 
The spirits of a Scotchman, an English- 
man, a Frenchman, a Dutchman and a 
dignified old Quaker consulted with the 
spirits of the mesdames from Italy, Spain 
and Canada, and each, unasked, brought 
a gift—a nose here, red hair there, a 
dimple, a pair of crossed eyes, a bit of 
character, a piece of temper, a weak lung, 
a remarkable memory—truly, a queer as- 
sortment! These they silently sent to 
their great-great-grandchild. 

And, behold! on earth a babe was born, 
and the child was an American boy! 

—M. A. Norwoed. 


A Regular Circus 


**‘What did yon think of the dinner 
party last night?’’ 

*‘It was the most daring bareback per- 
formance that I ever attended; and as for 
your niece, she outstripped all her com- 
petitors!’’ 


Out of the Frying Pan 


**When she married, ten years ago, she 
stated freely that it was simply to avoid 
working for a living.’’ 

‘*What does she do all the time?’’ 

‘*Takes care of seven small children.’’ 
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DEEP BREATHING. ~ 


By D. O. Harrell, M. D. 


I BELIEVE we must all admit that deep 

breathing is a very desirable practice. Fur. 
thermore, we know it to be a fact that not one 
person in twenty, or perhaps one person ina 
hundred, really breathes deeply. Every physi- 
cian can verify the statement that we are daily 
called upon to prescribe drugs for ailments that 
owe their cause directly to insufficient and im- 
proper breathing,—Oxygen Starvation. 

Breathing is the Vital Force of Life. Every 
muscle, nerve cell, in fact every fibre of our 
body, is directly dependent upon the air we 
breathe. Health, Strength and Endurance are 
impossible without well oxygenated blood. The 
food we eat must combine with abundant oxy- 
gen before it can become of any value to the 
body. Breathing is to the body what free 
draught is to the steam boiler. Shut off the 
draught, and you will kill your fire, no matter 
how excellent coal you use. Similarly if you 
breathe shallowly, you must become anaemic, 
weak and thin, no matter how carefully you may 
select your diet. 

I might continue indefinitely to cite examples 
of the great physiological value of deep breath- 
ing. For instance, it is a well-known fact that 
intense mental concentration and nerve strain 
paralyze the diaphragm, the great breathing 
muscle. This depressing condition can be en- 
tirely counteracted through conscious deep 
breathing. 

The main benefit of physical exercise lies in 
the activity it gives the lungs. What we term 
“lack of healthful exercise,’’ in reality means 
insufficient lung exercise. Since few persons 
have the strength and endurance to exercise vio- 
lently enough to stir the lungs into rapid action, 
common sense dictates that the lungs should 
be exercised independently, through conscious 
breathing. Exercise that fails to excite vigor- 
ous lung action is of little real value. 

Unfortunately, few persons have the slightest con- 
ception of what is really meant by deep breathing. 
In fact, few physicians thoroughly understand the 
act. Ask a dozen different physical instructors 
to define deep breathing, and you will receive a 
dozen different answers. One tells you it means the 
full expansion of the chest, another tells you it means 
abdominal breathing, the third declares it means 
diaphragmatic breathing, and so on. In the end, 
one becomes thoroughly confused, and justly forms 
the opinion that most teachers of physical culture 
are incompetent to teach deep breathing. 

Recently, there has been brought to my noticea 
brochure on this important subject of respiration, 
that to my knowledge for the first time really treats 
the subject in a thoroughly scientific and practical 
manner. I refer to the booklet entitled, **Deep 
Breathing,’’ by Paul von Boeckmann, R. S. In this 
treatise, the author describes proper breathing, so 
that even the most uninformed layman can get a cor- 
rect idea of the act. The booklet contains a mass of 
common sense teachings on the subject of Deep 
Breathing, Exercise and Body Building. The author 
has had the courage to think for himself, and to ex- 
pose the weaknesses in our modern systems of physi- 
cal culture. 

I believe this booklet gives us the real key to con- 
stitutional strength. It shows us plainly the dan- 
ger of excessive exercise, that is the danger of devel- 
oping the external body at the expense of the internal 
body. The author’s arguments are so logical it is 
self-evident that his theories must be based upon 
vast experience. Personally, I know that his teach- 
ings are most profoundly scientific and thoroughly 
practical, for I have had occasion to see them tested 
in a number of my patients. 

The booklet to which I refer can be obtained upon 
payment of ten cents in coin or stamps by addressing 
Dr. von Boeckmann directly at 1940 World’s Tower, 
110 W. 40th St., New York. The simple exercises 
he describes therein are in themselves well worth tea 





times the small price demanded.— A dvertisement. 










































Ete lC FOO OT SO lh 


i eee 








Bill's Importation 


E ALL was married—all of us 
What owned the Skookum mine— 
But Bill, the city bachelor, 
Who never did incline 
To splice with any local girls, 
Though they all liked him fine. 


The women folks got after Bill 
Fer puttin’ on of airs 

And ’lowin’ how sweet freedom was 
From conjugu-lar cares. 

They proved how man ain’t worth a cuss, 
Not travelin’ in pairs. 


So Bill he writ a letter to 
A weddin’ cheffonier, 

Or bureau—I don’t just recall; 
But ’tis a thing to fear, 

Though claimin’ it gives hungry hearts 
The proper kind of steer. 


They caught a female wife fer Bill 
And shipped her in by freight. 

The women folks was some disjoyed, 
But Bill seemed pleased first rate, 

And says the importation scheme 
Is fine to get a mate. 


The days wore on and almost out, 
And soon they brung a change. 
The joysome Bill became a grouch, 

The worst on Cascade Range. 
He wasn't no more welcome home 
Than pup hounds with the mange. 


Bill’s wife was boss and run the ranch; 
Bill never had no show. 
When she says, ‘‘Quit!’’ Bill’d up and 
stop; 
When she says, ‘‘Git!’’ he’d go. 
And if he got home after night, 
He slep’ out in the snow. 


So Bill concludes, with womenkind, 
All signs and omens fail. 

He sells his shares and says, ‘‘Good-by! 
I’m goin’ to hit the trail, 

Fer the female of her species is 
Most deadly got by mail.’” —c. pz. Afeore. 


The Kid’s Baseball Outfit 


As it Used to Be 
«SAY, POP, gimme ten cents, so I can 
get a baseball?’’ 

“Ten cents, hey? The whole of ten 
cents? Very well; here’s your dime.”’ 

“Thanks, pop. And say, pop, I cut off 
the fingers of one of your old gloves to- 
day, and mom sewed some padding in it, 
so all I’ll need now is a bat. Give me 
fifteen cents to get a bat?” — 

“Fifteen cents for a bat? And just 
now I gave you ten cents for a ball. 
Young man, do you think I’m made of 
money ?’’ 

“Oh, just this once, pop! Please! If 
you'll give me the quarter for the ball 
and bat, I’ll have everything I need. I 
can sew the ball up if it rips, and I’ll be 
awful careful of the bat.’’ 

“Well, here’s your quarter, son; but 
remember, now—-if you ask for any more 
money before the Fourth of July, there’l] 
be trouble in the family. Understand?’ 

As It Is Now 

“What’s that, son? What did you say 
you wanted?’’ 

“I said I wanted fifty cents for a ball, 
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“‘Hunch” hands you this: 


You pass up the “‘hot-stuff’’ brands, 
forget that parched throat and dark 
brown taste and thumping head. 
You never will know how a real 
d pipe smoke tastes until you fire up 
oboe Oe What Sts some Prince Albert—tobacco that 
N. 6., 1912, * just puts a jimmy pipe in a man’s 
mouth —and keeps it there, sunrise to sunset! 


PRINGE ALBERT “s,s 


Doesn’t take eight Sundays to get acquainted with P. A. either in a jimmy 
pipe or rolled up into a delicious cigarette. No, sir, it’s pretty much like 
putting on a pair of friendly old shoes of a morning—sort of makes you feel 
the sun will shine and the birds will sing and the going will be right good! 
P. A. can’t sting! The bite’s cut out by a patented process that has revolu- 
tionized pipe tobacco and set the whole man-smoking world jimmy pipe 
Ap Get that P. A. flavor and fragrance and freshness into your system. 
t’s good for what ails you! 

The red bag is weather-proof inside and out and sets you back only a nickel. 

It'sa dy package—all bright and spanking clean and dust-proof—just as it left 

our factory. Nifty jackets keep it free from soil. Also in the tidy red tin, 10c— 

and handsome pound and half-pound humidors. Buy Prince Albert everywhere. 
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R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO. Winston-Salem, N. C. 

dad. You can’t get a good one for less for a ball and a bat, will you promise you 

than that. Billy Jimson’s father got won’t ask me for anything more?’’ 

him a regular league ball for a dollar and **Oh, no, dad; I couldn’t promise any- 

a half the other day.’’ | thing like that! You see, I want a 
‘“‘Humph! A ten-cent ball was good | __ fielder’s glove—that’ll cost two dollars— 

enough to play with when I was a kid. and a first baseman’s mitt—that’ll cost 

But I s’pose it’s got to be. Here’s your about three—and a catcher’s mitt like 

money.’”’ Billy Jimson has—that’ll cost about five 
“Thanks, dad. And can I have fifty | —and then I'd like to have a mask and a 


cents fora bat? You can get a regular | chest protector, too. We’re going to 
Hans Wagner model for that, you know.”’ | have a team, and after a while I’ll need 
*‘Fifty cents fora bat? Just one bat? a uniform; but I don’t have to have that 
Young man, do you realize that that will now. Why, what’s the matter, dad?’’ 
make a dollar? If I give you a dollar —Harry Hamilton, 




































































The 
Hamburg-American 
Line 


Founded in 1847 








Is the oldest German Trans- 
Atlantic steamship company. 







From a modest beginning, 
with four small sailing ves- 
sels, the Line to-day com- 
prises 178 ocean-going steam- 
ers, which, with other craft, 
makes a fleet of over 400 ves- 
sels, the largest sailing under 
one house flag. These vessels 
have a combined tonnage of 
1,306,819. 


The Line operates 70 serv- 
ices which call regularly at 
more than 300 ports in all 
parts of the world. A num- 
ber of joint services are main- 
tained with other lines, mak- 
ing a fleet of 625 vessels with 
a total of 2,227,772 tons. 


To this fleet will be added 
21. new ocean steamers, in- 
cluding the S. S. Imperator 
and two sister ships, which 
will be the largest ships in 
the world. 






























The Imperator will arrive 
at New York May 31— is 919 
feet in length, 98 feet beam, 
50,000 tons, and 72,000 horse 
power, and will average 223 
knots. 











The Imperator has a double 
hull throughout and is 
equipped with all the newest 
safety devices, as well as the 
Frahm  anti-rolling tanks, 
which makes her the steadiest 
boat afloat. 


The S. S. Vaterland, a sis- 
ter ship, which enters the 
Trans-Atlantic service in the 
spring of 1914, measures 950 
feet in length, 100 feet in 
beam, and is of 55,000 
tons burden. A third 

sister ship of similar 
dimensions is now 
building. 
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Stories With Smiles 


Usual Result—Attorney W. H. Boyd can lose more umbrellas than 
any man in Cleveland. Time after time he blossoms forth, equipped 
with a highly ornate and exceedingly expensive umbrella, and by the 
time evening comes there is nothing left but a disgusted look. 

One rainy day last week Boyd appeared at a downtown cafe for 
his luncheon and sat at a table with James A. Newkirk, County Com- 
missioner Elrick and Martin Thumm. 

Boyd was desperately clutching a new umbrella. 

**This doesn’t belong to me,’’ he announced. ‘‘I borrowed it, and 
I don’t intend to lose it.’’ 

‘*Tie it to the table leg,’’ Thumm suggested. 

**Get the waiter to hold it for you,’’ Elrick volunteered. 

‘‘Have ’em put it in the safe,’’ Newkirk advised. 

Boyd ignored them all. He placed the umbrella on the floor and 
planted both feet firmly upon it, to the hilarious delight of his friends. 
Then, when he finished his luncheon, he walked away and left it.— 
Cleveland News. 


Jimmy Wondered—They were speaking of how easy it is to raise 
a question of doubt in the human mind, the other afternoon, when 
Senator Thornton, of Louisiana, recalled the skepticism of little 
Jimmy. 

Little Jimmy, the Senator explained, was one of the gladsome 
youngsters in a Louisiana school. During the exercises recently the 
teacher told the school the story of the Roman who swam across the 
Tiber three times before breakfast. 

‘‘Three times!’’ involuntarily said the wondering Jimmy. ‘‘Did 
you say three times, Miss Mary?’’ 

*‘Why, yes, Jimmy,’’ responded the teacher. ‘‘You don’t doubt 
that a trained swimmer could do it, do you?”’ 

**No, ma’am,’’ was the smiling reply of Jimmy. ‘‘I just won- 
dered why he didn’t make it four and get back to the side where he 
left his clothes.’’—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


Obeyed Orders—Murphy was a new cavalry recruit and was given 
one of the worst horses in the troop. 

‘*Remember,’’ said the sergeant, ‘‘no one is allowed to dismount 
without orders.”’ 

Murphy was no sooner in the saddle than the horse kicked and 
Murphy went over his head. 

**Murphy,’’ yelled the sergeant, when he discovered him lying 
breathless on the ground, ‘‘you dismounted!’’ 

**I did.”’ 

**Did you have orders?’’ 

——. 

‘*From headquarters?’’ 

‘No, sor; from hindquarters.’’—Ladies’ Home Journal. 


The Right Course—The late Edward Dowden was being discussed 
in Philadelphia. 

‘*Dowden’s style was ponderous and somber,’’ said a sonneteer, 
‘‘but I often met him in Dublin, and his talk, unlike his writing, 
sparkled with true Irish wit. 

*‘T once told him of my many vain efforts to swear off, and of my 
resolve, none the less, to make another trial. 

***Right!’ said Professor Dowden. ‘Right! Turn over a new 
leaf. You needn’t mention to any one the number of the page.’ ’’— 
Washington Star. 


Gladstone’s Early Wit—Gladstone, when a boy, was visiting in the 
country and the farmer was showing him around. Coming to a field 
that contained a large, black bull, the farmer said, ‘‘There’s a fine, 
strong bull there, Master William, and it’s only two years old.”’ 

**How do you tell its age?’’ queried the boy. 

‘*Why, by its horns,’’ said the farmer. 

‘*By its horns?’’ Young Gladstone looked thoughtful a moment, 
then his face cleared. ‘‘Ah, I see! Two horns—two years.’’—Boston 
Transcript. 


The Unexpected—The office boy opened the door and looked in. 

‘*My grandmother’’—he began. 

‘*Bah!’’ snorted the boss. 

‘*Has just died’’— 

**Wow!’’ yelled the boss. 

‘‘Has just died and left me a lot of money—and I’ve resigned. 
See?’’ 

And he softly closed the door.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
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The Whittier Inn 


Sea Gate New York Harbor 


An Ideal Hotel Home 


for Summer—Open from 
May to November 


The Inn is situated in a private park 
maintained by the local cottage com- 
munity. 

Rooms with private bath and porch. 

Rooms are available in nearby cot- 
tages to those who prefer them, serv- 
ice and privileges of the Inn being the 
same. 

Entire cottages (including Hotel 
Service) may be leased for the season. 

A clean, broad beach with ample 
bathing facilities. Tennis, baseball, 
rowing and sailing. 

Private boat service to and from 
New York City. Also frequent train 
service to Brooklyn. 





Telephone Garage 


A Delightful Place — Just 45 Minutes by 
Private Boat from New York 
Rates and Booklet Upon A pplication 














HOTEL ST. DENIS 


Broadway and iith St., N. Y. City 
Home Comforts Without Extravagance 


This famous hotel has been renovated, redecorated, 
refurnished, and many modern, up to date appoint- 
ments have been installed, and can be compared fav- 
orably with any in the city. 


The only first-class hotel near all steamship lines 


Within easy access of every point of interest. Half 
block from Wanamaker's. Five minutes’ walk of 
Shopping District, NOTED FOR—Excellence of 
evisine, comfortable appointments, courteous service 
and homelike surroundings. 


$1.00 Per Day Up 


7 Minutes from Grand Central Depot. 
10 Minutes to leading stores and theatres 


ST. DENIS HOTEL CO. 


Also STANWIX HALL HOTEL, ALBANY, N. Y. 
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FOOT-EASE 


The Antiseptic powder shaken into the shoes 
—The Standard Remedy for the feet 
for a quarter century. 30,000 testimonials. 
Sold everywhere, 25c. Sample FREE. 
Address, Allen S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N.Y. 
The Man who put the EEs in F EET. 





Trade-Mark. 


~ ALLEN’S 














Georgian Terrace Hotel 


Atlanta’s new million dollar hotel, at Peachtree and 
Ponce de Leon Avenue. 
European plan, with an excellent cuisine. Without 


bath, from $1.50, with bath, from $2.50. 

Situated in the best residential district, beyond dis- 
turbances of city traffic and smoke, and only a few 
minutes from both depots. Over a thousand feet above 
sea level, with a perfect climate. 

Conceded by all to be the most palatial, comfortable 
and up-to-date hotel in the entire south. 

A delightful stopping off place for tourists. Fine 


automobile roads. 


Golf 
ALBERT R. KEEN, Manager 
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Not on the Dot 
She was a lazy, lazy girl, 
And, too, a trifle snippy. 
No wonder that she failed to dot 
The i’s in Mississippi. 


—JUDGE. 


If she was such a lazy miss, 
It seems to little me 
That she could find the road to bliss 
And e’s in Tennessee. 
— Youngstown Telegram. 


But if she seeks an end to e’s, 
Some day when she feels catty, 
She might roll her i’s till she sees 
The n’s in Cincinnati. 
—Houston Post. 


And when our fine old town she c’s, 
From j’s she will be free. 
She’s mighty y’s—-that’s why she flees 
The k’s in Kankakee. 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Indeed, she was a lazy girl; 
There is no doubt of that. 
She’d pout when she was forced to cross 
The t’s in tit for tat. 
—Detroit News. 


And if she would express surprise, 
This lazy little roamer, 
She certainly can freely use 
The o’s in Oklahoma. 
— Yonkers Statesman. 


Defined—‘‘Pa, what is a pedant?’’ 

**A pedant, my son, is the sort of man 
who sees a little boy about to cry and 
asks, ‘Young man, why this lugubrious 
face?’ Then the little boy is almost 
frightened into a spasm by the thought 
that something terrible has happened to 
his face.’’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Comparisons—A teacher said to a boy 
considered dull in mathematics, ‘‘ You 
should be ashamed of yourself! Why, at 
your age George Washington was a sur- 
veyor!”’ 

**Yes, sir,’’ was the response; ‘‘and at 
your age he was President of the United 
States.’’—Brooklyn Eagle. 


With His Rival—‘‘ Did Gwendolyn take 
any interest in the young fellow who 
stood in the road serenading her last 
night?’’ 

**No. She is out riding with the man 
who ran over him with an automobile.’’ 
—Chicago News. 


The Meaning of It—‘‘This passage in 
the news article says, ‘The man, with an 
effort, gathered himself together.’ Now, 
what does that mean?’’ 

**‘It must mean that he had gone to 
pieces.’’—Baltimore American. 


Another Mouth To Feed—Father—And 
did he give you any encouragement, dear? 

Daughter—Yes, father; he asked me if 
you and mother were pleasant to live 
with.— Yonkers Statesman. 


































STOCKINGS 
EXCLUSIVELY 
Send for our new | 
booklet illustrating 
many new Styles. 

2.00 for this “Toy” pat- F 
tern. Many other hand- 
some hand embroidered 


patterns at this special 
price. Black or colors. — 
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How’s Your Roof? 





THE SPAFFORD CO., M’f’r’s 


Does it leak? Fill the 
cracks and holes with 
STOP-A-LEAK. 
Anyone can apply it. 
Adheres to any surface, 
wet or dry. Unaffected 
by extreme heat or cold. 
Water-proof and fire- 
. When dry, remains elastic, and 
will not crack, peel, chalk, or come loose 
under severest tests. Repairs and unites Wood, 
Iron, Stone, Concrete, Leather, Zinc, Glass 
and other materials permanently with a bull- 
dog grip. Best ty cheapest cement in the 
world. Large can of STOP-A-LEAK sent 
free upon request and 25c to cover packing 


and postage. 


105 Hudson St. 
NEW YORK CITY 











OUR LATEST IMPORTATION 
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POSSE ORE -- 


To introduce our specialties we offer this elegant pearl 
necklace, 17 inches long, sent postpaid for $2.00. Money 
returned without question if you are not satisfied. 


Art Jewelry Importers 









BOGHARA 
PEARL NECKLACE 






H. A. TOLEDANO CO. 
88 New Street, New York 
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woolens from moths, mice, dust and Prices 
damp. Every home n one. reight 
useful and decorative. Write for illustrated 56-page Prepaid 


Write Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. Dept. 235, Statesville, N.C. 
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showing all beautify designe in on oe Chests and 
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SAS 
Mill! 
Old Overholt Rye 


*‘Same for 100 years’’ 


Approved by connoisseurs a century 
choice of refined tastes ever since. 












whiskey that is as today as 
then, with ‘the same rare flavor ol co 
quisite bouquet—the preferred whisk 
at home or club. Distilled and bot 
government supervision. 
A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 





OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST-~~ 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau wil! send you 
= all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about-you, your friends, or any subject 
on which you may want to be “uptodate.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the 
United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. Henry RoMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


FOR MEN 











WHISKEY 


The Whiskey With- 
out a Regret 


Pure, mellow, with a flavor 
that tickles the palate and 
lingers in the memory. 
BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO., 
Louisville, Ky. 
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With The College Wits 
Not Exacting 
**I cannot give,’’ he sadly said, 
**A first-class yacht to you.’’ 
**Oh, Will,’’ she said, ‘‘I’m sorry; but 


A little smack will do.’’ 
—Cornell Widow. 


Place Supplied—Baron Munchausen had 
just dropped in the Gopher hole. 

*‘I am,”’ he said, ‘‘looking for a job. 
What can you do for me?’’ 

The managing editor looked up wearily. 
**What are your qualifications?’’ he asked. 

‘*Well,’’ replied the baron, with pride, 
‘*I am probably the greatest prevaricator 
that ever lived.”’ 

**Don’t need you,’’ snapped the m. e. 
**We already have a feature editor.’’— 
Minnesota Minne-Ha-Ha. 





Point of View 
**I see Bill has fitted his car with a 
new siren.’”’ 
**¥es; good-looking, too.’’ — Harvard 
Lampoon, 


Just before the Term—He held her ten- 
derly in his arms. He pressed soft kisses 
on her warm lips. Her eyes, swimming 
with unshed tears, looked into his. A 
wisp of her silken hair brushed lightly 
against his cheek. A wave of tender- 
ness swept over him and left him trem- 
bling. 

**Darling,’’ he murmured, in a choking 
voice, ‘‘I could go to h— for you!’’ 

And he went back to college.—Dart- 
mouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


His Prospect—Stude—Do you smoke, 
professor? 

Prof—Why, yes, I’m very fond of a 
good cigar. 

Stude—Do you drink, sir? 

Prof—Yes, indeed! I enjoy nothing 
better than a bottle of wine. 

Stude—Gee! it’s going to cost me some- 
thing to pass this course !—Cornell Widow. 


Identified—’14—How did you get your 
stolen watch back so quickly? 

’13—The poor idiot of a thief took it to 
a pawnshop, where they at once recog- 
nized it as mine.—Pennsylvania Punch 
Bowl. 


Cursory Remarks—Room—I see Jack 
had to have his dog shot. Was the poor 
brute mad? 

Mate—Well, he didn’t look very pleased 
about it.—Princeton Tiger. 


Aye, Aye!—Son—Pop, what does liq- 
uidize mean? 

Pop—A chicken with beautiful lamps, 
my son.—Stanford Chaparral. 





TELL ME YOUR FOOT TROUBLES 


It will ease your Mind; 
I will ease your Feet. 
ed Joints Reduced and 
Toes Straightened b 
ACHFELDT’S (Patented) “P iON” 
TOE SPRING 


Worn at night without inconvenience, with 
auxiliary appliances for day use. 

Sent on approval. Money refunded if not 
as represented. 

Use My Improved Instep Arch Supporter 
for “Flat Foot” and broken-down instep. 
Send outline of foot. 

Full particulars and advice free in plain 
sealed envelope. 


M. ACHFELDT, Foot Specialist . 
Room 380, 163 West 23rd Street NEW YORK 


HAVE YOU TRIED 


SCHULTZ 


GINGER ALE 
Particularly Prepared 
= for Particular People 
From your dealer or sent direct 


CARL H. SCHULTZ 
430-444 First Ave., N.Y. City 



























like hungry wolves and keep you busy pulling 
them out, whenever or wherever you use our 
MAGIC FISH LURE BAIT. 
, Best bait ever used for attracting all kindsof 
the finny beauties. Over 60,000 boxes sold last 
season. Price 25c, 50c and $1. Positively 
guranteed. Write for Free Booklet and cur 
special offer of one box to help introduce it. 
J, F. GREGORY, Dept G, St. Louis, 


—————y 
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HOTEL ARLINGTON 


18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
NEW YORK 
Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished 


Rooms—modern in all respects. In the centre of the 
shopping and theatrical sections. Booklet. 


RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 
E. W. AUSTIN, Mer. V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 











. (Yatley GEMS 9 


m FRAN 
tt . SEE THEM BEFORE PAYING! 





These gems are chemica! white sapphire 
— LOOK like Diamonds. Stan: acid and 


VN fire diamond tests. So hard they 
scratch a file and will cut glass. 
fancy guaranteed 25 years. All mounted tn Mg 


Wilisend you any sty’ 


-* solid gold 4 
ring, pin or stud for examination—allcharges prepaid—no 

n advance. Write today for free illustrated booklet, special price 

“ring measure. WHITE VALLEY GEM CO. £772 Saks Bldg , Indianapolis. Ind 











HOTEL GRENOBLE 


OPPOSITE CARNEGIE HALL 
56TH ST. & 71m AVE. NEW YORK CITY 


Located within two blocks of beautiful Central Park and in the city’s 
most rehned residential district, this exclusive family and transient 
} offers more in real living and comfort than many hotels whose acc 
| tions are much more expensive. is no more ideal stopping plact 
for ladies travelling alone. 
Room with use of bath, $1 per day and up. 
Room with private bath, $1.50 per day and up. 
Apartments of parlor, bedroom and private 
bath, $3 per day and up. 
GEO. W. O’HARE, Mgr. 











Illustrators Wanted 
.4. There is great demand for illus. 
KZ tratorsat $2 to 8200 a week. Learn to @ 
,draw. Our practical systemof indi 
vidual instruction will develop your 
talent. Write for Catalog C. Interna- 
tional School of Drawing, Wash. D.C. 







° THE SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE. 
Married? ae eA an neces 





illustrations. This is the most valual 
book on the marriage relation ever issved. Circular givig 
full information free. Address 

J. S. OGIL 


VIE PUBLISHING CO., 64 Rose St., New York 
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Homespun Gossip 


Gabe Tootz sez: Lafe 
there was more bite and less bark to so- 
called under dogs, the sympathy we’re 
always holding out to under dogs wold 
be a heap more genuine. 

To most of the talkin’ nobody don’t lis- 
ten and never did listen and never will 
. listen. 

The feller what ain’t no good hisself 
spends most of his time snooping around 
among the boys telling ’em what a tough 
something he’s got for a boss. 

When you advertise for a competent 
man, everybody answers except the com- 
petent fellers, what all has steady jobs. 

There ain’t nothin’ ever been invented 
yet that first didn’t have to get by the 
fellers what shook their heads and said it 
couldn’t be did. 

Most of the divorces is started by the 
neighbors. 

There ain’t nothin’ writ about less than 
a June bridegroom.—St. Louis Republic. 

Why—Gink 1—Do you drink coffee? 

Gink 2—Naw; I live at a boarding 
house. — Minnesota Minne-Ha-Ha. 


His Second Choice—-In a haberdasher’s 
establishment a tall young man ap- 
proached a salesman and exclaimed, 

“Lemme see some of your best sus- 
penders.’’ 

“How do you like these?’’ the sales- 
man inquired, displaying a pair. ‘‘These 
are supposed to be the best.’’ 

“‘How much are they?’’ 

The salesman named the price. 

“That’s entirely too much for me to 
pay,’’ the youth declared. 

“But these are president suspenders.’’ 

“President suspenders?”’ 

og he 

Taking another glance at the pair which 
the salesman held out for his inspection, 
the young man replied, 

“‘Lemme look at a pair of vice-president 
suspenders.’’— Youngstown Telegram. 


The Modern Woman—Her ma—Do you 
smoke? 

He—No. 

Ma—Drink? 

He—Horrors! 

Ma—Swear? 

He—Heavens! 

Ma—Rag? 

He—Goodness! , 

Ma—Then you are not a fit companion 
for my daughter and cannot marry her. 

(Moral—There is nothing moral about 
this. }—Stanford Chaparral. 


Excruciating—‘‘ Why the sad-eyed stuff, 
friend?’’ 

“Recovering from a painful operation.”’ 

“So?” 

“Yeah. The M. D. just took ten bones 
out of my hand!’’—Princeton Tiger. 


Confession—First co-ed—I kissed Bob 
last night? 

Second chicken—Is that right? 

First squab—No; but it’s so.—Cali- 
fornia Pelican. 


A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape 
Tuit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of 
ters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & 
Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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tute of Fermentology. 


Scienzific principles. 
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Read 


**Beer acted upon by light soon takes up the very disagree- 
able so-called ‘light taste,’ and also a repulsive skunk-like 
odor.*** Beer so affected is offensive to the palate of most 
consumers.*** Beer should not be exposed to light, especially 
to direct sunlight, as it will thereby be detrimentally affected, 
the light having an influence upon the albuminoids in beer, 
causes the beer to become hazy.***” 
Extract from the “The Beer Bottlers’ Handy Book,” published by the Wahl-Henius Insti- 


The Brown Bottle is not a fad. 


The first Schlitz was brewed in a hut, over sixty years ago. 
our agencies dot the earth. Our output exceeds a million barrels a year. 


Why don’t you make Schlitz your regular beer? It’s pure beer. 
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That Made Milwaukee Famous. 

































Its use by Schlitz is based on 


Now 


See that crown or cork 
is branded **Schhtz.”’ 
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VARICOSE VEINS, ™2?:cé* 


are promptly relieved with inexpensive home treatment. 
It absolutely removes the pain, swelling, tiredness and 
disease. Full particulars on receipt of stamp. 


W. F. Young, P.D. F. 115 Temple St., Springfield, Mass. 


Be An Artist. Make Money Drawing 


comic pictures. Let the world’s famous 
cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, spill a 
few ideas into your head. Get the Zim 
Book—it’s chuck full of valuable sugges- 
tions.. Price $1.00, postpaid. Bound im 
3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Money back if book returned within 10 
days. Address: 


LIM BOOK, Room No. 1149, Brunswick Bidg., New York 























HOTEL ALBERT 


11TH STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 
NEW YORK CITY 


Close to Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 


MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 


300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 
RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 
Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 
Moderate Prices 
Send for tree illustrated Guide and Map of New York City 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











































Haste for the Taste 
* Post Toasties 


Post Toasties with cream and sugar furnish a delicious morning dish 
for youngsters and grown-ups as well. 





